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Anyone who has seen the film Hi Fidelity knows what it’s like to work in a
record store. NOT! Hi Fidelity merely skims the surface of what it’s like to
work at Shangri-la Records. (Except for the part about selling Beta BandBeta BandBeta BandBeta BandBeta Band 3
E.P.s—we used to create the same effect with Mazzy StarMazzy StarMazzy StarMazzy StarMazzy Star’s     She Hangs
Brightly…3…2…1 sold!) The amazing thing about 1916 Madison Ave. is you
never know who or what will be coming through the door on any given day.
Would today be the day another teenager would point to the 45s and ask
what they were and how they worked? Would some confused co-worker
accidentally set off the pepper spray—causing us to close early since neither
we nor the customers could breathe? Would Rich “Sniglets” Hall be coming
in looking for guitar strings for his gig at the Comedy Zone? Would someone
leave a used tampon in the 10" punk rock section today? You never know at
Shangri-la Records what is gonna happen and that’s what makes it such
a fun ride…

Our new sign! Courtesy of Alex Harrison of The Warble.

The Grifters took the Shangri-la name to the ends of the earth in the ‘90s with
constant touring throughout the U.S., Europe, Australia, and even the
Antenna Club.  Always a great show!
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(1) Helped Memphis musicians, music, book, & fanzine
publishers, and record labels get their works distributed to
the world (and get paid!). When we began selling records,
the music industry was forcing vinyl out, and CDs were
being force-fed as the main music product. Twenty years
later, the retail record industry is virtually dead and
Shangri-la Records is one of the last and best spots in the
world to pick up over 100 years of recorded vinyl music.
The 1st records we carried were the HellcatsHellcatsHellcatsHellcatsHellcats Hoodoo Train
on New Rose and the Country RockersCountry RockersCountry RockersCountry RockersCountry Rockers Free Range
Chicken on Skyline cassettes and records. Both were
recorded at Easley’s, released on an obscure French label,
and virtually unavailable in the U.S. This distribution
method did not seem right or efficient. In 1989, Memphis,
and what little record industry was left here, had no
appreciation for its own at that time. We have been
proud to take this lack of interest in Memphis music to a
level where bands now can record, release records, tour,
and even sign major deals with Sub Pop or even dance-
label Matador Records (Cibo MattoCibo MattoCibo MattoCibo MattoCibo Matto, anyone?) if so
desired!

(2) Released 43 books, records, & documentaries on
Memphis music and beyond. April Fools Day 2008 will see
our 43rd release, with Antenna ShoesAntenna ShoesAntenna ShoesAntenna ShoesAntenna Shoes’ pop smash
Generous Gambler!

(3) Produced or sponsored hundreds of live music shows
at the store or around Memphis, on riverboats, at the
Antenna Club, Barristers, the Hi Tone, Green’s Lounge
or in the front store parking lot. Thanks to all who

played at the store (see list at end) and all who came
out to hear these great bands. There aren’t (m)any
places like Shangri-la Records left in the world. Please
continue to shop at the store and we’ll keep booking
these great bands. Without customers who appreciate
this type of entertainment, we could not continue to
sponsor such great music.

Here’s a few things we’ve done in our 1st twenty years:

Shangri-La Records, circa 1988. Shangri-La Records, circa 2008.

During our first 20 years, great art has been created at
Shangri-la Records, including live videos by former
Memphian Charlie LouvinCharlie LouvinCharlie LouvinCharlie LouvinCharlie Louvin, live recordings by Friend of the
Store Monsieur Jeffrey EvansMonsieur Jeffrey EvansMonsieur Jeffrey EvansMonsieur Jeffrey EvansMonsieur Jeffrey Evans, a live DVD by BeatBeatBeatBeatBeat
HappeningHappeningHappeningHappeningHappening, and the GriftersGriftersGriftersGriftersGrifters Eureka E.P.  and “Banjo”
video. Also, we were proud and honored to host the last
public appearances by Charlie FeathersCharlie FeathersCharlie FeathersCharlie FeathersCharlie Feathers and the last live
show by Mudboy & the NeutronsMudboy & the NeutronsMudboy & the NeutronsMudboy & the NeutronsMudboy & the Neutrons.

Monsieur Jeffrey Evans, Live at Shangri-La.
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Memoirs of Record Freaks:Memoirs of Record Freaks:Memoirs of Record Freaks:Memoirs of Record Freaks:Memoirs of Record Freaks:
Inside the Minds of Current & FormerInside the Minds of Current & FormerInside the Minds of Current & FormerInside the Minds of Current & FormerInside the Minds of Current & Former

Shangri-la RecordsShangri-la RecordsShangri-la RecordsShangri-la RecordsShangri-la Records’ Vinyl Slingers’ Vinyl Slingers’ Vinyl Slingers’ Vinyl Slingers’ Vinyl Slingers

DJ in a cage at the Shangri-La x-mas party 2000!

Jared McStay, eatin’ up the Memphis music.
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Sherman Willmott, semi-retired bull gooseSherman Willmott, semi-retired bull gooseSherman Willmott, semi-retired bull gooseSherman Willmott, semi-retired bull gooseSherman Willmott, semi-retired bull goose
looney: 1989–currentlooney: 1989–currentlooney: 1989–currentlooney: 1989–currentlooney: 1989–current
The first time I met any of my music heroes coming through the
door at Shangri-la Records was in early 1991 when a couple of the
Mercury RevMercury RevMercury RevMercury RevMercury Rev guys were crossing the country, trying to unload
their newly bankrupted Rough Trade release, Yerself is Steam, on
colored vinyl. David Baker and, I think, Grasshopper were happy to
sell us 5 copies of their landmark LP. All they had to do was
mention the Flaming LipsFlaming LipsFlaming LipsFlaming LipsFlaming Lips’ connection to make us salivate and shell
out some cash for the records. Since then, this same process has
happened hundreds of times with touring bands. There’s nothing
better than helping bands on the road get from one place to the
next by selling great music!

One of my favorite trends, in addition to having former customers
come to work at the store a la Scott Bomar, Andria Lisle, and
Andy Earles, was the gratifying evolution of early ‘90s indie-rock
customers who figured out they could form their own bands and
join the other side of the music biz—forming their own bands,
putting out their own music, and continuing the cycle of the
industry. That phenomenon continues to happen to this day. Very
punk rock!

Sherman with Roosevelt “That’s How Strong My Love is”
Jamison.

Andy Earles, Sherman Willmott, Scott Bomar, and
Andria Lisle... the Shangri-La crew circa ‘97.
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Without our customers or our co-workers, we would
be nothing. We wish to thank the following who have
helped us thrive in our 1st 20 years:

Connie Jenkins, Hugh Crafton, Eric Friedl, Andria Lisle,
Andy Earles, Scott Bomar, Miles Herndon, Krissy
Gardner, Casey Minatrea, Scott Taylor, Jonathan
Boyd, Eric Plumley, Tripp Lamkins, Lori Gienapp, Lacey
Fitzgerald, Andrew McCalla, Mike Brown, & Eric
Hermeyer.

WE APPRECIATE YA!

Casey Minatrea, last seen spinnin’
in Portland.

Shangri-La crew, circa Y2K.

Eric Friedl, who whipped the store into
shape in the early days, pushin’ the
Urge Overkill products.

Mike Brown (right) with Billy Martin
of Medeski, Martin, and Wood.

6



I worked at Shangri-La Records for about four years. This
would be the mid-to-late 90’s, maybe into 2000, and my shift
was the weekend. After spending most of my late teens
loitering around the store, asking for (and successfully being
hustled) anything that “sounded like Dinosaur Jr.Dinosaur Jr.Dinosaur Jr.Dinosaur Jr.Dinosaur Jr.,” someone in
the ranks deemed me fit to employ. The unfortunately exalted
and popular High Fidelity (book and movie) is to actual record
store life what Cocoon is to actual nursing home life, though
there is a certain hilarious chemistry between employee and
customer. What follows is a list of my favorite things
overheard, or said directly to me, while I was stationed behind
the counter.

“That’s what you’re going to be.” “That’s what you’re going to be.” “That’s what you’re going to be.” “That’s what you’re going to be.” “That’s what you’re going to be.” —Owner and now
longtime friend Sherman Willmott enjoyed pointing out older,
particularly obsessed and unhygienic record collectors (thus
very lonely) and whispering this into my ear. So far, I’ve
partially avoided this end.

“No, we don’t gift wrap.”
“This has to be worth something. I mean…it’s on vinyl!!”“This has to be worth something. I mean…it’s on vinyl!!”“This has to be worth something. I mean…it’s on vinyl!!”“This has to be worth something. I mean…it’s on vinyl!!”“This has to be worth something. I mean…it’s on vinyl!!”
—This, or a variation of it, was a common concern amongst folks with a box full of BostonBostonBostonBostonBoston and JourneyJourneyJourneyJourneyJourney albums, which,
for the novice, might not be individually worth more than one cent. On top of this, the condition of the vinyl itself
usually indicated that someone had possibly used the record to beat another human or had allowed a herd of rats to
scamper over the once-shiny surfaces.

Andrew S. Earles AKA “Serious Guy,” Customer: 1991–1996;Andrew S. Earles AKA “Serious Guy,” Customer: 1991–1996;Andrew S. Earles AKA “Serious Guy,” Customer: 1991–1996;Andrew S. Earles AKA “Serious Guy,” Customer: 1991–1996;Andrew S. Earles AKA “Serious Guy,” Customer: 1991–1996;
Insouciant sales clerk: 1996–2000Insouciant sales clerk: 1996–2000Insouciant sales clerk: 1996–2000Insouciant sales clerk: 1996–2000Insouciant sales clerk: 1996–2000

“You have records?!? What is this, a museum? These things are worth“You have records?!? What is this, a museum? These things are worth“You have records?!? What is this, a museum? These things are worth“You have records?!? What is this, a museum? These things are worth“You have records?!? What is this, a museum? These things are worth
money? I’ve got an attic full!!!” money? I’ve got an attic full!!!” money? I’ve got an attic full!!!” money? I’ve got an attic full!!!” money? I’ve got an attic full!!!” —This statement often preceded the
former by about a week, coming out of the same mouth.

“Dismissed.” “Dismissed.” “Dismissed.” “Dismissed.” “Dismissed.” —This is what Sherman said after a 23-year-old arrested-
adolescent male carrying a Hello Kitty! lunchbox paid for a used Make-Make-Make-Make-Make-
UpUpUpUpUp LP with $4.99 in nickels and dimes.

“The name on the credit card is ‘Don Was’” “The name on the credit card is ‘Don Was’” “The name on the credit card is ‘Don Was’” “The name on the credit card is ‘Don Was’” “The name on the credit card is ‘Don Was’” —After we consciously did
not grant the famous producer/meat-grinder any recognition in the
store, the credit card was purposely left so that he could call from the
hotel and right this wrong.

“Can I hear these?” “Can I hear these?” “Can I hear these?” “Can I hear these?” “Can I hear these?” —Courtesy of a local DJ with a two-foot stack of
albums.

“Do you have the “Do you have the “Do you have the “Do you have the “Do you have the Band of the HandBand of the HandBand of the HandBand of the HandBand of the Hand soundtrack?”  soundtrack?”  soundtrack?”  soundtrack?”  soundtrack?” —Other than the fact
that this soundtrack contains Bob Dylan’s one and only foray into Hip-
Hop, this one is self-explanatory.

Despite the predictable record clerk cynicism presented here, my stint at Shangri-La Records stands as a life chapter
that will always be missed. After all, it’s probably the starting point of a lot of friendships and past romantic
misunderstandings, and I can’t knock that.

Big Lucky Carter, shoppin’ at his music store.
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elated. A record store job where sometimes I got to work outside! We repainted the gable-mounted art that Suzie
Millions had done for the store many years ago. A new sign was put out on Madison that summer as well. It wasn’t
much later that Jared and Lori added tropical plants.

It feels great to be in the company of those that came before and after I had the chance to work there. By in large, the
employees of the store have all gone on to do great things of their own merit. Operating other record labels, running
other music stores, film-scoring, writing for music rags, specializing in molecular images—the store has had a profound
effect. In all actuality, working at the label and store was a greater educational experience than any of the
repositories of higher learning I have attended.

Day to day, you never knew who was going to walk in the door. Not only would you get to talk with touring successes
like Thurston MooreThurston MooreThurston MooreThurston MooreThurston Moore or Sean “P-Diddy/Puffy” CombSean “P-Diddy/Puffy” CombSean “P-Diddy/Puffy” CombSean “P-Diddy/Puffy” CombSean “P-Diddy/Puffy” Comb’s vinyl hunters (a new job-growth industry created by Hip-Hop’s
phenomenal ‘90s sales?), but also local luminaries would wander in quite often. It was such a conducive atmosphere to
hang out with these people. Being as much a clubhouse as a flagpole for Memphis history and music, it wouldn’t be out
of the question to have Dan PennDan PennDan PennDan PennDan Penn or Roscoe GordonRoscoe GordonRoscoe GordonRoscoe GordonRoscoe Gordon come in and just talk about what they were listening to.

Miles “Standish” Herndon: 1999–2001Miles “Standish” Herndon: 1999–2001Miles “Standish” Herndon: 1999–2001Miles “Standish” Herndon: 1999–2001Miles “Standish” Herndon: 1999–2001
I had been laid off at another record label and Jared
was just beginning his transition into the store manager.
He needed front-end help, and I think he hired me one
night in my front yard. We had an all day yard sale
that went on into the night when malt liquor was
introduced into the equation. I remember that when
Jared left that night, I was in disbelief. Not only had I
found another job, but also I was being given the chance
to work with friends at a legendary store, a job that I
had coveted for some time.

Jared mentioned that on the weekends, one of us was
going to have to do the store landscaping. This usually
meant cutting the back yard and a little weeding. I was

True Memphis geniuses, Spooner Oldham and Dan Penn, know
where to shop for those old school soul 45s!

Landscape architect and warehouse supervisor,
Miles “Smiles” Herndon.
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There are too many charismatic customers to mention. Every so often Earles and I would work together on Sundays.
Or I would work and Andy would keep me entertained. Let’s just say my good friend Earles had a customer service style
that was all but his own [Editor’s note: no wonder sales were down on Sundays!]. I made many friends at that store
that I am certain that I will keep forever. A lot of women also came by. Twas nice.

So much incredible music has come and gone out of that little house. When a collector would sell us their collection, it
was very exciting to see those records stacked up in the back pre-priced. While waiting to put out this ‘new’ stock, it
wasn’t uncommon to have to physically restrain the overzealous collector from “just taking a quick look.” The attitude
at the store wasn’t so much, “What are Forced Exposure and Pitchfork Media telling us to listen to?”…it was, “look
what has already come out and why have I not heard of this?” It’s still a hangout. Friend of the Store MonsieurMonsieurMonsieurMonsieurMonsieur
Jeffrey EvansJeffrey EvansJeffrey EvansJeffrey EvansJeffrey Evans even says so on his hit record, I’ve Lived a Rich Life. And with such an atmosphere, one can expect to
take part in or overhear (be warned) some of the best inside dirt or local gossip. I saw local politicians dishing on local
developers as well as couples actually breaking up within the confines of the store. Many a night, someone would come
in fifteen minutes before closing. Whatever my plans had been after work often were forgotten once they would begin
an evocative soliloquy as to what was going on in their life. I miss that. More often lately, I find people won’t open up
even after a few drinks much less after hanging out in a retail store. That place is special. No one working there has a
title. There are no baristas. You will not find a genius bar there. The heavy air of too-cool that you find in most vinyl
stores is absent as well. And that’s nice.

We probably put on six or seven live music shows in the parking lot during my year run there. Big fun! Sir Mack RiceSir Mack RiceSir Mack RiceSir Mack RiceSir Mack Rice
was enlisted to headline the Annual ShinDig at the Madison Flame. And all the while Sherman was helping the city
realize the potential of having a tribute to STAXSTAXSTAXSTAXSTAX. Jared and Sherman are of the business ilk that I like the most. Sure,
the phone bill has to get paid, but these guys were looking at the big picture. One of the most valuable lessons in business
that I took away from those guys is that you don’t run your mouth off about what you were going to do. You do it and
then the people find out. Let the results lead the response—not the hype. Many people will recall the Shindigs on the
riverboats. It was like a gift. Nobody knew that was coming until the tickets went on sale. Who else is throwing
parties on the river, on a boat, great live music, in one of the most historically significant cities of all time?!?! How often
do you get that?

I have worked in and seen a lot of stores come and go, but, in the end, they were just point of sale music outlets.
Shangri-La is part of Memphis’ identity. Forty years from now if I ever see 1916 Madison on Memphis Memories, I
can only hope they have pictures of me cutting the grass.

Miles with Sun artist, Roscoe “No More Doggin’” Gordon.
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Scott Bomar, Customer 1990–1994; Blues/Soul 45 sales specialist: 1994–1998Scott Bomar, Customer 1990–1994; Blues/Soul 45 sales specialist: 1994–1998Scott Bomar, Customer 1990–1994; Blues/Soul 45 sales specialist: 1994–1998Scott Bomar, Customer 1990–1994; Blues/Soul 45 sales specialist: 1994–1998Scott Bomar, Customer 1990–1994; Blues/Soul 45 sales specialist: 1994–1998
My tenure as an employee at Shangri-La Records was always much more an education than a job. Few specific
episodes come to mind when I think back on that time. Rather, I recall an overall feeling of what the 1990’s in mid-
town Memphis—spent largely at the corner of Madison and Tucker— were like.

What I remember most are the cast of characters. Some were regular customers, and others I watched out of the
front window of the store. They roamed and lurked down the sidewalks of Madison Ave., leaving only my imagination
where they were going or what they were up to. I especially remember Sherman’s favorite, the guy with the mullet
hair style who always walked down the street without wearing a shirt, carrying a skateboard.

Shangri-La didn’t necessarily live up to its nom de plume when I worked there. The store was nestled in between low-
rent apartments, a veterans home, numerous bars and beer joints, a tattoo parlor, and one of the only head shops in
the Tri-State area. On a good day you would simultaneously have a Vietnam vet rearranging the spoken word section
into an order known only to themselves, a couple of drunks who stumbled in from Huey’s bar across the street, and a
carload of stoned idiots who stumbled in after driving 100 miles to buy their month’s supply of crack pipes and meth
cooking supplies—thinking they were in that head shop down the street.

Scott Bomar Hustlin’ and Flowin’ with Spooner Oldham.

Guitar Wolf—One of the best Shangri-la in-stores ever!
(See King Louie taking notes on the porch!)

I remember those whose paths crossed with mine at
Shangri-La, who are no longer with us. I remember
seeing Craig ShindlerCraig ShindlerCraig ShindlerCraig ShindlerCraig Shindler lugging his Ampeg 8X10" cabinet
into his apartment across the street, the morning
after he had played at Murphy’s until the wee hours.
I remember Jack TaylorJack TaylorJack TaylorJack TaylorJack Taylor hanging out when he showed
up in town to play a ‘68 Comeback show. And JeffJeffJeffJeffJeff
BuckleyBuckleyBuckleyBuckleyBuckley, who came by almost daily when he was
living around the corner, would flip through the used
bins looking for inspiration.

Also no longer with us are The GriftersThe GriftersThe GriftersThe GriftersThe Grifters, The ObliviansThe ObliviansThe ObliviansThe ObliviansThe Oblivians,
the Antenna Club, Easley Recording on Deadrick,
Anderton’s Oyster Bar, Taylor’s Guitars... I guess a lot
comes and goes in 20 years. The end of one era—the
beginning of a new one.

What I learned most from
my Shangri-La experience
was how to make things
happen. I saw the store
begin with one small crate
of Sub Pop 45s and
flotation tanks and evolve
into one of the greatest
record stores of all time,
and one of the most
significant record labels in
the history of Memphis.
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Andria Lisle, 1994Andria Lisle, 1994Andria Lisle, 1994Andria Lisle, 1994Andria Lisle, 1994-----19981998199819981998
During my four-year tenure at Shangri-la Records, I met my
share of celebrities and made a ton of music-loving friends. I still
remember the day that BeckBeckBeckBeckBeck got turned on to Tony Joe WhiteTony Joe WhiteTony Joe WhiteTony Joe WhiteTony Joe White,
and I continue to stay in touch with tourists who I took down to
Junior KimbroughJunior KimbroughJunior KimbroughJunior KimbroughJunior Kimbrough’s juke joint after closing shop on Sunday nights.
One weekday, however, I was in a grumpy mood when I came into
work. A rag-tag group of out-of-towners was standing on the
porch, waiting for me, when I crossed Madison from my then-
apartment just before noon. The day was sweltering, but they
politely sipped bottled Cokes outside while I threw my lunch in the
fridge, and threw a Rufus ThomasRufus ThomasRufus ThomasRufus ThomasRufus Thomas album on the turntable before
plugging in the neon “open” sign. Once the clock struck twelve, they
quickly and quietly amassed a stack of Memphis-oriented records
and CDs before approaching my perch up front. One guy—mid-40s,
salt-and-pepper beard, ball cap, glasses—handed me a credit
card that said Ethan CoenEthan CoenEthan CoenEthan CoenEthan Coen. I asked if he was in town for the

No celebrity preferential treatment here!

screening of Raising Arizona, slated for the Orpheum that weekend, and he laughed. No, he said, he was here
scouting locations for a new movie. I shook his hand and sent him and his friends to Miss Ellen’s Soul FoodMiss Ellen’s Soul FoodMiss Ellen’s Soul FoodMiss Ellen’s Soul FoodMiss Ellen’s Soul Food. A
year later, when John BeifussJohn BeifussJohn BeifussJohn BeifussJohn Beifuss interviewed him about the film—which turned out to be O Brother Where Art
Thou—he sent props my way for the lunchtime recommendation. It was pretty damn cool of him, but honestly, it
was just another day at Shangri-la.

Scott Taylor and Chris Davis, as Mayoral Candidate Jerry
Lawler, at the Shangri-La Christmas Party, 2000.

Phantom Surfers—our 1st and best in-store ever!11



One of the most memorable experiences I’ve had at
Shangri-La was talking to one of my favorite singers of all
time. I had been after a certain Stax record for quite some
time by Wendy ReneWendy ReneWendy ReneWendy ReneWendy Rene called “After Laughter Comes Tears”.
It seemed impossible to find this rare Memphis record
around town. One day before work, I finally scored a copy of
this record! I took it with me to the store and probably
listened to it about 10 times that day. About 20 minutes
before closing, I decided to play it one more time. The song
had just barely started when a gentleman walked through
the door and stopped to look at the turntable. “That’s my
sister!” he yelled out. I said, “Wendy Rene is your sister?”

Andrew McCalla AKA Buck Wilders:Andrew McCalla AKA Buck Wilders:Andrew McCalla AKA Buck Wilders:Andrew McCalla AKA Buck Wilders:Andrew McCalla AKA Buck Wilders:
2002–current2002–current2002–current2002–current2002–current

Record stores have always been ideal places to prank phone call.
One day I received a call from a man that told me Steven Seagal
would soon be arriving at the shop. I hung up the phone and had to
laugh. I knew that he could actually be on his way or someone was
really bored that day! About 30 minutes later, a man with dark
glasses walked in the store and began scoping the place out. He
looked like a secret service agent! He then made his way back to
the door to open it, and, sure enough, Mr. Seagal walked in. Turns
out, Mr. Seagal is a respected blues guitarist (and has a bodyguard
much bigger than he is—so much for being a martial arts freak!).
He was told to seek out Shangri-la while he was in town for new
music and asked me if I had ever heard of The MetersThe MetersThe MetersThe MetersThe Meters before.
“Of course,” I said. Then he told me that the original Meters’
drummer played with him now. “Zigaboo ModelisteZigaboo ModelisteZigaboo ModelisteZigaboo ModelisteZigaboo Modeliste is your
drummer?” I yelled out. He couldn’t believe I knew his name. He
bought just about every Meters CD that we had in the store. It just
so happened that Sherman stopped by the store while all this was
going on, and he took over the customer service department. It was
a funny thing to watch Sherman discuss blues with Steven
Seagal—mainly because Seagal was twice Sherman’s size.

Steven Seagal, sans bodyguard.

Buck Wilders, encyclopedic soul music aficionado.

He said, “Well, her real name is Mary Frierson.” I then proceeded to tell him
about my obsession with the song and my long hunt for the record. He couldn’t
believe that someone my age would want or even know about the song. He
thought that it was so funny that he called his sister on the spot. She
answered the phone, and he said, “Sis, I’m at the record shop, and this young
boy is in here playing your record!” He then handed me the phone and said she
wanted to talk to me. I was almost in shock when I said, “Hello!” She was
very nice and was pleased to hear that I was a fan. Since then, her brother
Johnny Frierson has become a regular customer. Her other brother, James
Frierson, has also been to visit the store. James was a member of TheTheTheTheThe
DrapelsDrapelsDrapelsDrapelsDrapels, which was an earlier group that consisted of the Frierson family.
They had recorded 2 singles for Stax prior to the Wendy Rene release. It was
hard for me to believe that the day I found this long-desired record, I was
talking on the phone with the artist on that same day! I’d still love to meet
Ms. Frierson in person, but a phone call was just as nice.
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Eric Hermeyer AKA The Hook-up:Eric Hermeyer AKA The Hook-up:Eric Hermeyer AKA The Hook-up:Eric Hermeyer AKA The Hook-up:Eric Hermeyer AKA The Hook-up:
2006–current2006–current2006–current2006–current2006–current
Once, Leon Griffin, weatherman for Fox 13 here in
Memphis (apparently Fox 13 News has the self-assessed,
top-shelf weather team in the Mid-South—although our
favorite local weatherman is Dave BrownDave BrownDave BrownDave BrownDave Brown, who raised
us on wrassling and continues to hunt rare 45s in the
store to this day!) came into the shop to talk to Jared
about something, and Leon was decked out in his best golf
playing clothes:  fancy shorts, nice shirt…the nines. Right
before he left, he mentioned he had to go take advantage
of the beautiful weather and go hit the links. About 2
minutes after he left, something resembling a monsoon
hit and it rained hard for the next couple hours…

John ManshipJohn ManshipJohn ManshipJohn ManshipJohn Manship came into the shop a year or two ago.
John Manship is one of the most respected soul
collectors/dealers in the world. The record/price guides he
writes regarding soul music are the gold standard. He
practically created the rare soul 45s market over 30
years ago. In other words, he is THE dude when it comes to
soul records. As John is checking out—I knew it was John
Manship, however, Jared didn’t—Jared mentioned to him,
“Hey, wow! You picked some good stuff…you seem to have
some pretty good taste!” It was funny when Jared asked
him his name so he could write up a receipt. Jared kinda
just went, “Oh…wow.”

Eric “The Hook-up” Hermeyer, yet another Shangri-La soul
music connoisseur.
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Lori Gienapp McStay: full-timeLori Gienapp McStay: full-timeLori Gienapp McStay: full-timeLori Gienapp McStay: full-timeLori Gienapp McStay: full-time
employee 2000–2002; data entry dog,employee 2000–2002; data entry dog,employee 2000–2002; data entry dog,employee 2000–2002; data entry dog,employee 2000–2002; data entry dog,
1999–current1999–current1999–current1999–current1999–current
When working in the shop, most of the time at Shangri-
La is spent like at any old school mom-and-pop place. You
straighten the merchandise, help out the people who stop
by to browse, or stand outside on the stoop. Friends stop
by and hang out like it’s a barber shop. Local musicians
come by to post their latest show flyer outside and stop in
to say hello. It’s really laid back for the most part, but
every once in a while, something unique happens. It’s a
magical place! We get people from all over the world
coming by. I’ll never forget the bus load of tourists fromLori with Friend of the Store, Monsieur Jeffrey Evans.

Ike TurnerIke TurnerIke TurnerIke TurnerIke Turner was in town for a gig on Beale Street and
to promote a new album. Jared and I went to his gig,
and Jared told him about Shangri-La. Wouldn’t you
know it but the next day he stopped by the store, good
man! He and Jared talked for a little while, and right
before he left, Ike exclaimed, “Pictures! Let’s take some
pictures!” We ended up having a good laugh at this
picture afterward. He sure was a nice guy though!
R.I.P., Ike.

Lori with music legend, Ike Turner.

In 2000, Sonic YouthSonic YouthSonic YouthSonic YouthSonic Youth was opening for Pearl JamPearl JamPearl JamPearl JamPearl Jam at the Pyramid on a lazy late summer day. Thurston MooreThurston MooreThurston MooreThurston MooreThurston Moore cracked
the front door, literally poked his head in, and asked me, “Anyone need tickets for tonight?” It struck me as funny,
because it felt like he was any one of our Memphis musician friends, checking to see if we wanted to be on the guest
list at the local all-ages show. Sure enough, a few minutes later he came back and gave us tickets! Thurston even posed
for a few pictures and signed records. He was all class.

 Germany who stopped in during Elvis Elvis Elvis Elvis Elvis Week or the busiest day we ever had, which was the day the Memphis GarageMemphis GarageMemphis GarageMemphis GarageMemphis Garage
Bands book Bands book Bands book Bands book Bands book came out. The 2-on-2 Home Cookin’ Basketball Tourneys we had in the parking lot were fun, even though
the weather was hot as hell! Who knew pasty white indie rockers were so good at basketball? We all had red farmer
tans by the end of the day.
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One of my favorite memories was when I was part
of Jello BiafraJello BiafraJello BiafraJello BiafraJello Biafra’s ‘entourage’. My brother and I
grew up listening to and practically worshipping the
Dead KennedysDead KennedysDead KennedysDead KennedysDead Kennedys. Anywhoo, around 2001 or 2002…
Jello was in town for a spoken-word gig at the New
Daisy, so naturally he stopped by Shangri-La for
what should have been just a quick 15-minute spree.
He even had his cab wait outside for a while. Well,
what happened next is what nearly always
happens to those with the best of intentions of a
short visit at Shangri-La: a few minutes turned into
a couple hours. The fun part was he was so
distracted by the merchandise that he didn’t notice
he was late for his own gig! Jello was frantic,
trying to figure out how to get another cab to come.
I offered him a ride and we took off! But he didn’t
just need a ride to the Daisy. He needed to drop off
his new records at his hotel room, and it was
imperative that he find bananasbananasbananasbananasbananas!

Jello Biafra with Shangri-La sales dynamo Lacey Fitzgerald.

Nathaniel Mayer...Getting loose with that gin juice in the
employee lounge.

We sped over toward his hotel, and as Jello leaped from the car, he yelled something back at me that I couldn’t
completely hear, although somehow I managed to figure out that he wanted to meet me at the Exxon next door
to his hotel. I drove over to the Exxon and found bananas there. Just as I was getting in line, all of a sudden Jello
was racing behind me with juice and other necessities. I was flabbergasted at how quickly he ran to his room
and back. We sped over to the Daisy, but I didn’t have a ticket. We pull up to the back, with some “STAFF” dude
frantically waving us down. We jumped out and I followed Jello in. There was no time for the guy to argue! The next
thing I know, we’re sitting in the third row, enjoying the show. My whole “entourage” time with him lasted probably
about 15 minutes total. It’s kind of a surreal memory. He ended up coming back to Shangri-La the next day and stayed
even longer. It’s kind of nuts to meet someone you’ve looked up to so much since you were a little kid. That’s the kind of
thing that happens at Shangri-La.
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Jared McStay AKA Jughead: 1999–currentJared McStay AKA Jughead: 1999–currentJared McStay AKA Jughead: 1999–currentJared McStay AKA Jughead: 1999–currentJared McStay AKA Jughead: 1999–current
I’ve had a great run here…got to hang out with some personal heroes like Ike TurnerIke TurnerIke TurnerIke TurnerIke Turner, Sam the ShamSam the ShamSam the ShamSam the ShamSam the Sham, CarlaCarlaCarlaCarlaCarla
ThomasThomasThomasThomasThomas, Little MiltonLittle MiltonLittle MiltonLittle MiltonLittle Milton, Thurston MooreThurston MooreThurston MooreThurston MooreThurston Moore—too many to list! One of the greatest things about Shangri-La is
you never know who’s coming through that door. But I think my fondest memory is when I got to play in TheTheTheTheThe
Memphis ImpostersMemphis ImpostersMemphis ImpostersMemphis ImpostersMemphis Imposters, the back-up band we assembled for the Playing for a Piece of the Door: Memphis Garage
and Frat Bands 1960–1975 book/CD release and signing. The Imposters consisted of Alex Greene and Greg
Roberson (when The Reigning SoundThe Reigning SoundThe Reigning SoundThe Reigning SoundThe Reigning Sound were at their peak!), Tripp Lamkins (of The GriftersThe GriftersThe GriftersThe GriftersThe Grifters), my wife/girlfriend
at the time, Lori Gienapp, and me. Looking back, this might have been the most talented band I ever have played
with. Unfortunately, it was only for a couple weeks!

We set out to learn all the songs on the CD, as we were gonna back the original singers at the show. Just picking
out the songs was a blast because the tunes are so great—even the instros:  Jimmy TarbuttonJimmy TarbuttonJimmy TarbuttonJimmy TarbuttonJimmy Tarbutton and thethethethethe
Memphis Sounds’ Memphis Sounds’ Memphis Sounds’ Memphis Sounds’ Memphis Sounds’ “The Mysterians” might be the best Memphis ‘surf’ song ever recorded; the LeSabresthe LeSabresthe LeSabresthe LeSabresthe LeSabres
“Rising Mercury Twist” is an awesome soul-garage workout that we struggled with because we had no,
ahem…sax! But we practiced and practiced and got tight, and then we had only one worry. When show week
rolled around and we had to rehearse with these old geezers, would they even remember how to play? Well, that
concern was dispelled right quick. They came in and kicked our ass!

Jared (right) with Bob Nastanovich of Pavement at the 2nd Shangri-La Riverboat Shindig.

First up was Rusty Taylor, of thethethethethe
Swingin’ Yo-Yo’sSwingin’ Yo-Yo’sSwingin’ Yo-Yo’sSwingin’ Yo-Yo’sSwingin’ Yo-Yo’s and the Charmsthe Charmsthe Charmsthe Charmsthe Charms.
He’d lost a little up top (really, he just
looked like some fifty-something
stockbroker), but he hadn’t lost
anything on those soaring vocals.
“Leaning On You” sounded just like
the record—better even and more
confident. The harmonies he hit with
Lori were incredible, and he was
really sweet to her during practice,
helping her get a handle on a beast
of a vocal song.
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Parking Lot Fun:Parking Lot Fun:Parking Lot Fun:Parking Lot Fun:Parking Lot Fun:
Ever since the Mail Center opened next door, we’ve had no end of
…um… “interesting” encounters with their customers, who can’t
seem to comprehend that parking in a one lane driveway actually
blocks the driveway. Invariably, they park in the driveway (“just to
run in for a sec, I promise!”) when there are open spots in front of
both stores. Even our sign, which reads quite folksily, “Hey Y’all,
Please Don’t Park in the Driveway! We Have Spots in Front and
Around Back!” can’t deter these dopes. It happens so often that
now I just barge into the Mail Center and yell, “MOVE YOUR CAR!”
to no one in particular. Yeah, they love me over there…

Of course, we get our share of Memphis drivers; the best ones will
drive right off our grassy knoll, down the stairs, off the sidewalk
and out…all within 2 yards of the driveway…

But my favorites are the skate-rats and Matt Hoffman-
wannabees who treat the ledge between Shangri-La and the
check-cashing place (or is it a tanning salon? Changes monthly—
can’t keep track!) next door as their own personal half-pipe grind
palace. Running out to tell these heroes to come back after we close
never wins me big points with this crowd, but they’re not exactly
keepin’ us in business either. My all-time fave was the punk who
gave me the old one-finger salute just moments before face-
planting right into our sign. Ole Man McStay strikes again…or was
that instant karma?

Next was B.B. CunninghamB.B. CunninghamB.B. CunninghamB.B. CunninghamB.B. Cunningham, who I must say is one of the nicest
guys I’ve ever met and one of the funniest! He’s always cracking
the jokes. I can’t remember a conversation with him where I
wasn’t doubled-up even after he left. Everybody knows that “Let
It Out (Let It All Hang Out)” is one of the greatest songs out of
Memphis in the 60’s, but “It’s A Gas” was a gas! He’s an
incredible musician as well. Now he’s known as Jerry Lee LewisJerry Lee LewisJerry Lee LewisJerry Lee LewisJerry Lee Lewis’s
bass player, but let me tell you, he’s a GREAT guitar player—one
of those infuriating guys who pick out anything by ear two
seconds after they hear it.

My only regret was our less-than-stellar performance of
“Condition Red” by the Goodeesthe Goodeesthe Goodeesthe Goodeesthe Goodees. Judy LoveJudy LoveJudy LoveJudy LoveJudy Love was unable to attend
all of the rehearsals, so we just tried to wing that one at the
show. Well, that’s a pretty complicated number; it’s like Phil

B.B. Cunningham, lettin’ it all hang out at Shangri-
La Records.

Spector on steroids. We’ll do better next time, I promise! Of course, lack of rehearsal time didn’t bother Jim DickinsonJim DickinsonJim DickinsonJim DickinsonJim Dickinson
one bit. We ripped through Flash and the Casuals’Flash and the Casuals’Flash and the Casuals’Flash and the Casuals’Flash and the Casuals’ “Uptight Tonight,” and he walked up and belted it out like he’d just
written it. After the show, he claimed that we played it even better than the original! Doubt that, but if so, that’s the
highest praise I’ll ever get, and it’s owed almost entirely to Alex’s spot-on guitar solo. He nailed it! Hey, Dickinson might
have just been blowing smoke, but he still didn’t have to say it.

I’d be remiss if I didn’t mention the Coachmenthe Coachmenthe Coachmenthe Coachmenthe Coachmen and the Castelsthe Castelsthe Castelsthe Castelsthe Castels, who suited up and played just like the old days. Both
bands were great on show day. Show day! What a blast. Just seeing all these cats get together again (some of them
hadn’t seen each other in over 25 years) was like watching the coolest high school reunion ever. I gotta admit that day
was like a blur. I met so many Memphis legends that day—one every few steps. I wish ‘em all the best!
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Favorite band (judged by amount spent in store per person): Jon Spencer Blues Explosion.Jon Spencer Blues Explosion.Jon Spencer Blues Explosion.Jon Spencer Blues Explosion.Jon Spencer Blues Explosion.
$1500! Come back anytime, guys! Between Judah & Russell having immaculate taste in soul, rockabilly, & blues and Jon
Spencer wanting to buy everything those two bought plus more, these guys must have lost money by touring through
Memphis. In addition, Judah had just spent several thousand dollars on vintage recording equipment at Taylor’s Music
next door!

Biggest amount sold to any band: Guided byGuided byGuided byGuided byGuided by
VoicesVoicesVoicesVoicesVoices. We had just gotten in a great psych/classic
rock collection and these guys knew their stuff!
They bought all the great, obscure stuff we had
never heard of.

Weirdest purchase:  Mark Robinson of Unrest.Unrest.Unrest.Unrest.Unrest.
Duran Duran LP in the dollar bin.

Most high-brow taste:  Steve Malkmus.Steve Malkmus.Steve Malkmus.Steve Malkmus.Steve Malkmus.
Not only did he help us buy a bunch of avant-garde
classical LPs at a library book sale, he helped us
price and display them!

Best Taste:  Beck.Beck.Beck.Beck.Beck.
Leadbelly vinyl box set!

Rudest:  Kathleen Hanna of Bikini Kill.Bikini Kill.Bikini Kill.Bikini Kill.Bikini Kill.
Upon entering the store and finding out that her show at
the Antenna Club on a Tuesday night was not well-
promoted, she demanded we get on the phone and start
calling people to come to her show. Favorite joke from the
Riot Grrl era: how many riot grrls does it take to change
a light bulb? Riot Grrls can’t change a fuckin’ thing.

Guided by Voices with Dave Shouse… Pictured here the
morning after their 1st tour to Memphis where they killed at
the Antenna Club with the Grifters and New Radiant Storm
King on one of the coldest nights of the ‘90s. The next day
they devoured the classic rock & psych bins at Shangri-la!

Weirdest celebrity customer: Courtney Love.Courtney Love.Courtney Love.Courtney Love.Courtney Love.
Don’t know what drugs she was on during the
filming of The People Vs. Larry Flynt, but I could
barely make out the words that drooled out of her
mouth…something about being upset that we were
out of the new Mark Lanegan CD. Frankly, I’m
surprised she didn’t send her p.a./best boy in to do
her personal shopping for her.

Most Over-Hyped In-Store Ever: Mary Lou LordMary Lou LordMary Lou LordMary Lou LordMary Lou Lord
Supposed street-busker extraordinaire... her record
label harrassed us for a month to do an in-store,
saying she was one of the world’s best live
performers. She showed up and played a timid, off-
key set, stopping and re-starting throughout her
performance, which technically lasted a total of
two songs. Thanks for comin’ out!

John Stirratt of Wilco stops by to say hi.
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The one that got away:  NirvanaNirvanaNirvanaNirvanaNirvana in-store.
In August, 1991, the Geffen promotion man, Ray Farrell, who was a Memphis & Tav FalcoTav FalcoTav FalcoTav FalcoTav Falco nut, brought a
cassette copy of NirvanaNirvanaNirvanaNirvanaNirvana’s new Geffen release Nevermind to the store. He mentioned that it would be cool if
they did an in-store when they came to town. Having sold a whopping 5 or 6 copies of Sub Pop’s Bleach in the
previous year, NirvanaNirvanaNirvanaNirvanaNirvana was a big seller for us at the time (truly!). So we were very enthusiastic about doing a
show with them. As NirvanaNirvanaNirvanaNirvanaNirvana rolled into town in early October to play the New Daisy, we needed to make
preparations for the in-store so that more than just Richard Martin and his daughter would show up. Farrell
said, “Do you think you could get 20 people there?” We knew we could given proper lead time—just from the guys
in TaintskinsTaintskinsTaintskinsTaintskinsTaintskins and a few others like Fletcher, the guy who booked punk at the Antenna Club, who were NirvanaNirvanaNirvanaNirvanaNirvana
fans. Finally, a week before they were supposed to play the in-store, Farrell demurred because it was a lot of
work for the band to set up and play, and he was afraid not enough people would show up. They played their
show at the New Daisy for about 241 people (I’m sure thousands of people will tell you they were at the show),
and then 3 weeks later they became the biggest rock phenomena in the world! For weeks after the show, we had
numbnuts coming in asking if we thought NirvanaNirvanaNirvanaNirvanaNirvana would ever come to Memphis. They never did play Memphis
after that weak turnout in October 1991, the week before Punk broke!

Sherman’s best laff ever:
On a late Saturday night, a big, fat drunk redneck came into the store after drinking copious amounts across the
street at Huey’s. He and his drinking buddy were falling all over the place and looked up at a Big StarBig StarBig StarBig StarBig Star t-shirt hanging
on the wall and pointed, “That’s what I am…a big star ha, ha, ha. Give me that t-shirt!” After paying for the shirt, he
decided to change into it right there in the store, pulling down his overalls and putting on the shirt, laughing all the way
out of the store, having no idea who the band Big Star was. That sums up my total experience working at
Shangri-la Records.

And my favorite record buying story ever, witnessed by Monsieur EvansMonsieur EvansMonsieur EvansMonsieur EvansMonsieur Evans,
Friend of the Store: A gangly African-American man brought in a ‘70s-era
gym bag—the kind made out of bendable plastic usually embossed with one’s
favorite NFL team logo that used to carry your books & gym clothes in
elementary school—filled with all sorts of dusty 78s. As I reached into the bag
to pull out what appeared to be dirty, fragile blues 78s, roaches started
jumping out of the bag all over the counter (now these were live bug roaches
as opposed to the left-handed cigarette types, which were usually the kind of
roaches falling out of used ‘70s records). Naturally, I jumped back out of
surprise and shouted, “Whoa!” or “Down, Boy!” or something to that effect. The
man who brought the records into the store (as well as his tiny little pets) took
off his shoe and started smashing the roaches with it, thereby cracking
several of the rare blues 78s. After the commotion, Monsieur Evans Monsieur Evans Monsieur Evans Monsieur Evans Monsieur Evans calmly
remarked, “Don’t worry. Those were just

Jeffrey Evans, longtime Friend of
the Store.

Robert JohnsonRobert JohnsonRobert JohnsonRobert JohnsonRobert Johnson 78s.” After purchasing a few
of these unbroken 78s, the man said he would
be bringing some more by. I implored him not to
bring any of his little friends with him.
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Just a few of the bands that have played orJust a few of the bands that have played orJust a few of the bands that have played orJust a few of the bands that have played orJust a few of the bands that have played or
appeared at in-stores or Shangri-la Records’appeared at in-stores or Shangri-la Records’appeared at in-stores or Shangri-la Records’appeared at in-stores or Shangri-la Records’appeared at in-stores or Shangri-la Records’
parties through the years!parties through the years!parties through the years!parties through the years!parties through the years!
Alex Greene, Alicja Trout, Antenna Shoes, Arch Rivals, Beat
Happening, Big Ass Truck, Black Lips, Blair Combest,
Bloodthirsty Lovers, Bluff City Backsliders, Bob Frank, Bo-Keys,
Brad Postlethwaite, The Breakers, Calexico, Candice Ivory,
Carla Thomas, Castels, Changin’ Tymes, Charlie Feathers,
Charlie Louvin, Chasing Squirrels, Chocolate Bunny, Chopper
Girl, Citizens’ Utilities, Cloots, Coach and Four, Color Cast, Cool
Jerks, Cordell Jackson, Cory Branan, Currituck Co., Dan Penn,
David Brookings, Deering & Down, Demolition String Band, DJ
Agent 45, DJ Buck Wilders, DJ Chase One, DJ Hi-C, DJ Marco
Hammond, DJ Mr. Finewine, DJ Redeye Jedi, DJ Tony Janda,
Don Montgomery, The Dynamites, Effingham & Wheatstraw,
Egyptian Eyes, Eighty Katie, Eldorado & the Ruckus, Eric Lewis,
Faves, Feisty Javelinas, Fieldstones, Franklin Bruno, Giant
Bear, The Glass, The Glitches, The Goodees, Grifters, Grundies,
Guitar Wolf, Halfacre Gunroom, Harlan T Bobo, Harvey Scales,
Hi Electric, High Strung, Holly Cole, The Hook-Up!!!, Hot Monkey,
Howard Tate, Imagination Head, Impala, Jack Oblivian & the
Tennessee Tearjerkers, James Luther “Jim” Dickinson, Jazz
Midgets, Jeffrey James & The Haul, Jetty Webb, Jump Back
Jake, Jung Shin, Lamar Sorrento, Little Milton, Loggia,
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Lorette Velvette, Los Cantadores, Lucero, Lucky, Mary Lou Lord,
Megan Reilly, The Mekons, Melissa Dunn, Memphis Blazers,
The Memphis Goons, Memphix, Monsieur Jeffrey Evans,
Mouserocket, Neckbones, The New Mary Jane, Nice Digs, Nick
Redmond, Noise Choir, North Mississippi All-Stars, Oneida,
Original Three, Othar Turner, Papa Tops West Coast
Turnaround, Paul Taylor, Pawtuckets, Perfect Fits, Phantom
Surfers, Pink Slip Daddy, Poor Little Rich Kids, Porch Ghouls,
Rae-Ray, Reatards, Reginald, Reigning Sound, Reverend Vince
Anderson, Richard James & the Special Riders, Robby Grant,
Ron Franklin, Ronnie Williams, Ross Johnson, Rusty Taylor,
Sam the Sham, Satyrs, Secret Service, Shelby Bryant, Simple
Ones, Sin Ropas, Sir Mack Rice, Smugglers, Snowglobe,
Spooner Oldham, Staff, Strapping Fieldhands, Suzi Hendrix,
Swearing at Motorists, The Sweat Band, Temprees, Thinking
Fellars Union Local 282, Those Darlins, Tim Prudhomme, The
Third Man (aka Augustine), Tony Joe White, Tyler Keith & The
Preachers Kids, Ultracats, Unrest, Vegas Thunder, Vending
Machine, Villains, Viva L’American Deathray Music, The
Warble, Walkie Talkie, Wallendas, Wayne Jackson, Wiley &
the Checkmates, Will Roy Sanders, William Lee “Bill” Ellis,
Young Fresh Fellows…

We appreciate all of ya!We appreciate all of ya!We appreciate all of ya!We appreciate all of ya!We appreciate all of ya!
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Strapping Fieldhands, rockin’ the Mississippi River at the
2nd Shangri-La Riverboat Shindig!

Thinking Fellars Union Local 282, throwin’ down with a hippie
in the cage at Green’s Lounge, at the 3rd Shangri-La Shindig.

Luther Dickinson & Othar Turner bloozing it up at the Shangri-la
10-year celebration!

Papa Tops West Coast Turnaround, the best-dressed
band in Memphis, play at Shangri-la’s 12th birthday soiree.

Calexico, on one of their many visits
through Memphis.
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Special thanks to all of the current and former Shangri-La alumni for their help in putting this together: Andy,
Miles, Scott, Andria, Andrew, Eric H., Lori, Jared, and Sherman. Thanks to Lori for putting it all together!

And a very special thanks to these folks without whose help there would be no Shangri-la Records:  Bonnie
Smith, Eric Friedl, the Grifters, Doug Easley, David Thompson, & Paul Ringger, Jr.com.

We’d like to dedicate this special 20th year edition of Kreature Comforts to James Daughdrill, the gladhanding
former president of Rhodes College who, in one week in 1990, single-handedly turned one of Memphis’ finest
assets, Radio Rhodes WLYX, and 25 years spent building one of the best college radio music libraries into the
best fire sale ever and helped Shangri-la Records create our 1st used record bin with one of the biggest and finest
collections ever! You, sir, are a true arbiter and curator of culture!

P.S. If you wanna endear yourself to record store clerks, don’t say, “No, thanks. I’m just killing time,” when you are
asked if you need any help.

Hey, Memphis Music Fans:  Thanks for all the memories—past, present, & future!
See ya in the next 20 years!

Available on Shangri-La Projects April 1st!
Antenna Shoes Antenna Shoes Antenna Shoes Antenna Shoes Antenna Shoes Generous Gambler  CD

April 4th Antenna Shoes Record Release
at the Hi-Tone

Look for an in-Store
at Shangri-La Records in April!

www.shangrilaprojects.com
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